THE DANCE.

You remember down at Florence our Cascine,

Where the people on the feast-days walk and drive,

And, through the trees, long-drawn in many a greer

way,

0Jer-roofing hum and murmur like a hive,
The river and the mountains look alive ?

ii.

You remember the piazzone there, the stand-place
Of carriages a-brim with Florence Beauties,

Who lean and melt to music as the band plays,
Or smile and chat with someone who a-foot is,
Or on horseback, in observance of male duties ?